She stared at him a moment longer. Then she put
out her hand.
'Let me feel your hand, little I-wan.*
So though he hated it he put out his hand once more
and she took it in both her old claws.
'Such a warm young hand,' she murmured.
He could not bear her touch and yet he knew, in his
too quick imagination, for a moment, what it might be
to be old and lonely and feel one's body growing cold and
feeble and eager to cling to someone warm and young.
And he could not pull himself away from her, though he
longed to leave her.
*You don't want me to die, do you?* she murmured,
*No,' he said. And yet he knew it did not matter if she
died. All old people had to die, to make room for the
young, and it seemed right to him that this should be.
At this thought of death he did pull his hand away.
*I have to go and study, Grandmother/ he said as he
always did. He could not bear this smell, this room
closed against the spring outside.
But when he turned and rushed to the door and opened
it there outside he met Peony, bringing in a bowl of soup
for his grandmother. And he remembered.
Teony/ he said, 'come to my room to-night. I have
something to tell you.'
She looked at him and nodded and went on.
He said to her, *Of course I know that you would not
go out to meet him/
* Peony was stooping about his bed, unfolding the quilts
adroitly and smoothing the sleeping mat while she
listened. Now she took a silk cloth out of a drawer and
began dusting the table.
*Did you tell him I wouldn't come?' she asked without
stopping.
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